THE   OLD   MAN                           g&i
But we were not yet all ashore, Matheson reached the
Rapid and presently we could see him pulling back towarfs
us, the heavy laden pram with its four occupants appearing
and disappearing as we watched it. When at last she
grounded we ran forward into the surf to help pull the boat
up.
" Well done, Matheson!" we said.
" It's a bit tricky/' replied the old man of the sea. " Aye,
it's a bit tricky."
And for some time we stood in a row upon the beach, our
gear flung down behind us, gazing in silence at the dreadful
tumult we had come through.
We left the Rapid to fight the battle out alone, a tiny
speck wallowing deserted a mile out to sea. Next day the
sun shone from a clear sky and she was still there but rolling
with a heavy sluggish motion. The sea was blue and calm
on that day. Walker and George rowed out to her in the
pram and pumped her dry. The deck of the engine com-
partment and of the forward cabin were awash with black,
oily water. They left a red flag on a long pole flying from
her housing so that the ship, when she arrived, as of course
she would at any moment now, would see it through glasses,
But two days later it blew a gale more violent than bdbrt
and the Rapid vanished for ever. We did not see her go.
Somewhere under twenty fathoms off that Antarctic shore
the crouching beast lies cold and silent Brittle stars and
sea cucumbers crawl about the green cylinders, full of iny
compressed air, and twine around the blow-lamps which
once roared at blast furnace heat In the forward cabin
there are lumps of rose and amber quartz, labelled and dated,
whose jagged outlines have become softened by hydrmds
and encrusting polyzoa. Polychaete worms have begun to
build on my rock specimens their long coiled tubes. And
there are four terns* eggs safe for ever in the fotepeak
locker. No longer, alas, is it of any importance lo *. - tbc
lubricating pumps.